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THE POOR SOL DIER. 


ACT. I. 
SCENE 1—4 Country Village 


On the one fade KATHLEEN'S houſe ; ; on the other, at a greater 
diftance, the houſe of FaTusn Luks, 


Enter Dandy, and Dzaxorr. 


Dar. GTA where you are—Kathleen will be here by 
and by, 
Der. O this 1 ſhou'd be ſuch an unfortuuate fellow, 
as to think her a pretty girl, 
Dar. Upon my ſoul now ſhe's grown oy . 
4e. for ſhe turns up her noſe at me, | 
3 Der. I know the one ſhe'll have? 
Dar. Is ſome French Monficur to take the ir away 
I from a couple of tight Iriſh boys of us ? | Meeps LT never 
I dream but of poor Kathleen Oh, oh, oh! 
Der. Well, well; but you'll diſtutb her with your 
noiſe ; go and bellow farther off, 

Dar. Ah! but Iam afraid of Father Luke: You knowhe 
threatened when poor Pat us'd to come to his window, to 
court his ward Norah, that he'd put him into the Biſhop's 
court; and therefore, pony Pat, | full of grief and vexation, 
went for s ſoldier. 

. But 8 diſturb Kathleen; go away, ge. 


en! Alx 1—Dzxxorr, | 


| 3225 on, deep on, my Kathleen dear, 
| oy pes. poſſeſs thy breaſt ; 
5 Yet doſt thou'dream thy true love's here, 
- + + © Depriv'd of peace and reſt, 
, The birds ſing ſlweet, the morning bete, 
Thboſe j * none to n 4 


— 


lu 


* — 
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Tho ſleep i is fled, poor Dermott wakes 
To none but 0 U Exit Dermott. 


Dine Such ſinging wou'd wake an*owl out of her 
fleep: Il try to rouze her. N 


AIR Il. us, 
Dear Kachleen, von, de doubt. 


Find Sleep how ve [weet 'tis, 


Poſs bark, atid tocks Habe ctowed out, dike . 
You'never dremm how late tis. 
This morning gay. 
1 poſt away. 127 dank 
dd have with you @ bit of plays. ATH 
On two legs ride Nils N 


Along, to bi 2 
N to your night-cap. | ff 
14 ing 11 | meg 55 wil 
bowſy; e i. LE SLATS 2. | 


ryder, s ! 0 144 1711 


Laſt night 3 little 
ties ved "young TELLS 


„ 
To let 7 befide ers 100 | 10 
. TTY Her zer roſe; Naa 
XA Agfouras . AG e 
1 . line grply eb f ber dee; e oy; 
Va "Al here LINED CRATERS 
1 Ong, . to d © Non & +5 * 70 | ; 
2 E608. mortow to! e 5 1 | 
3 Kachleen 5 appears 40 e 


Far. Ferne en 2 4 Pain 
ar. Yes I am- Darby. [ 4/ new ou' 
bring her 2 5 e 


5 Wirges. % 427 42 


328 


FOE e er you muſt come, finging at my win - 
tell you once rail won t have you; as [ 


Kees, Hon ts ; cnt 1 ** 
Dar. r pe. fox. gag cad not 


have me. | A 
. ä AIR 


rmott, 
of her 


Sb 


- gone OTE RA 
AIR eee eee | 


Since love is the plan, | | 
Fil love if I can; 15 
But firſt let me tell you what ſort of a man: 
In addreſs how complete, | 
And in dreſs ſpruce and neat ; bon 
No matter how tall ſo he's over Ge feet: 
Not dull nor too witty, N 
His eyes I Il think pretty, 
If ſparkling with pleaſure whenever we meet. 


B 


Tho? gentle he be, t 

His man he ſhall ſee; 1 

Yet never be conquer'd by n but me. 

In a ſong bear a bobz 

In a glats' hob or knob; 

Vet drink of his reaſon his noddle ne'er rob, 

This is a fancy, 
If ſuch a man can ſee, | 

I'm his, if he's mine, until then I'm free, 


Dar. Well, and hay'n't I every thing comfortable 
about me a fnug farm, heifers and ſheep, and a pad to 
ride on Saturdays, and a 811. garden to walk in; only 
look at me; am I not as tight a N as you'd wiſh to clap 
your eyes on, on a ſummer's 
Kat. Don't think of talkin bo me, fellow. —Do you 
know that I am an heireſs? © 

Dar. Why, to be ſure, your father Old Jorum, Who 
body to keep. the. ale-houe, left you. well enough, a8 a 

may { 

2 Li me wellenough!; Did not he leave me a great 
ſum of money? a matter of eleven pounds fifteen ſhillings 
and a barrel of ale untapp d. Left me well enough! Why! 
you pitiful fellow do you know who you talk to 3—Didn' t 

e leave me half- a- dozen China plates; a caſe of flyer- 
hafted knives and forks ; a cheſt of drawers : an eaſy chair, 
and a chree. leg d W me we enough! And dont 
. ik TOLD 
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vou know, that he left me a cow and 2 calf and a bald 
filly to ride on. 
Dar. Now ſhe's got Wes, ber bale fly the devil 
bimſelf can't take her do-! Ade. 


Kat. Left me well enough! Now, as' I am an heireſs 
a huſband. Il have te gk if Lean 


CE DET. =Kitfiiary and Bett N 
1A. oy MET OTF 4 


Kathe Out: of my fight, or IH: box your ears, 
VDarb. I'll fit you foon for your jibes and jeers 
Kath, VI cock my cap at a ſmart young man. 
Darb,. Another Vil wed this daylif i can. 
Kath. In courtſhip fünny : 
Harb. Due beet as hon. 
| Kath. © Fou dronecd & 1634 vat «0 
Dab. No, Kate, I'm youn humble be. 
Kath; Guidance your dogs, with your fddle de dee, 
For a ſprightly lad is the man tor me. 
Both. Go dance your do „Ge. & 115241 74 ; 
_ vou en, uch a kind ſoul as me, 


cee wes nation 

97 K. like N As. 15 to me ieemalove: 

vi Darb. The fragrant roſe. does a 5 prove. 
GH Squr curds. e ſweet cream. I * 
Dos. 4 And wi Om a flower I ſting my noſe. 

Lr TEE, N courtſhip, Sc. * ) 
. *” Exeunt:Darby:and eee 

ene L Enter Cartarn>Firzzor, PERL! 

n ee the huſe that comain en 

Norah ; As HA ee know is not at home, Ka 


6f tny ities: Nate of huntſmen rh hovits bend. 

wok. hounds are going Ye of Act the timid bare 

urfuit- My ze lies afforber Wey. . 
1 —F1TzZxOY, ag 


he — $4 Land, ſo kind to m boon,” "I FER 
And Mk e sr Pate ar n co >a 
_ OW And 


} 


bald 


de vil 
Ade. 
21rels 
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A comic OPERA. 


And a ſmile. to the bniles of bi face, 
For the ſport | delight” in, the bright Queen of * 
With myrtles my brows ſhall adorn, 
While Pan breaks his chaurter and ikulks in the grove 
Excell'd by the found of the horn. 
he dogs are uncoupl d/ and {weet is the y: 01 
Yet ſweeter the riores of ſweet Echos reply, 
Hark for ward, hark forward the game is in view, 
Bat 10 is the game 3 I wiſh to purſue, 
* 
Ihe ſtag from his Uber of woodbine peeps out, 
His ſentence he hears in the gale; 
| Yet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt 92 
His courage and conſtancy fail. f 
© Surrounded by fots, he prepares for the ey, | 
. - Deſpair taking place of his fear; ; 
With antlers eretted, a while lands at bay, © 
1 hen ſurrenders dit fe with a tear. | 
Ihe dogs are, Sc. 


A dear pens ] ru ſtep aſide EY her a whit 


un cen. $1} 253 a 14 21 te - 3 
| Enter N NonAu. ! ATT 

Ln, | 11 7 7 14 

AIR VI. Nos an, 


— 


1 2 1 cane? looks CHebtull "the Vitds ſweetly 4 / 
So gaily-they'cirol the praifes of ſpring ; | 


Tho! Nature rejoices ; poor Nprah ſhall mourn F 

Until her gear nn again ſhall EE! F 1 
«$20 4 11. Ent 

Ye laſſes af Dublin; oh weary: OY £ 


Nar lure her dear ick from;Norah's fond arms. 
Tho! ſatins and ribbons, aud lares are fine, 
They hide not a heart with ſuch feelings as mins. 


Seeing Fitzroy 2 | 
Oh erat 's the mag; my guardian is 1. | 


ways ne- me about. IH avoid him. 
| Returns into the house. 
Fitz, S'death 1 am (diſappointed, Say * charming 


Enter. 307 
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Enter Denne, 


Dag. Moos | 4 Monficur da 

Fits. What do you want? 

Bag. come to tell err , 

Fitz. What? 

Bag. Eleſs my ſoul 1 run ſo fat — 1 came to tell you 

I am out af breath It is all blown. 

Fitz. What's blown My love affair I ſuppoſe, [ Aide 

Bag. De Marſhalle n is all blown out of de 
window. 

Fitz. Then you muſt ſend to town for more. 

Bag. Me forgot to te} you Sir, another er of grand 
conſequence. . | 

Fitz. Well, , whey is it 7 
Bag. De people, Sir, are waitin breakfal for you in 
de > te e a | 

Fitz. Why did'nt you tell me o at firſt? ¶ Exit 

Bag Begar my maſter is always in ſuch hurries,—/ met 

* Luke in de village; and now [ll go and viſit Made- 

moſelle Norah. — Ah 1 do love Miſs Norah.—! vil ſpeak 
to Father Luke, and get her for my wife. * ma ehre 


Norah! She ſhall be my wife! 


Einenby Cnanuns Mu RRAY of the Norwich Theatre.] 


| Tune—Marſhall Saxz's Minuet, 
eee Ab! me chere 
a My pretty dear, 
Ma charmante Mils Norah. 
re | Oht In figh and prefs herz 
44 T5 41 vil ever bleſs her, n ＋ 
4H Cuddel-and cazeſs her, | gt 
Il ſhe ery encora. 4 a, 
. Spite of de fate, 
42 © Shes my mate 
 Nows danfirons _ 


* "IP can never tire; 


* 
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Oh Bapatelle's ſo clever 
How le beau monde vil (tare, 
Peur voir de happy pes ; 

Ptumenez,-. - p74 #4 

Si negligee, 

Like de little turtle dove, 

Always billing cooing,” 


Like two puſſeys mewing, 
3 „ out dere tale of love, 
Son! aire r 
a ow ver prett 125 (74 4 3 T1644 . 
Ven ve come tog n 
I 7 dy and Say, bi eat” 
2 . K Vi vill kiſs a d plz Ys Sir, 1 . A 
| Oh Bagatelle's oc ver! N 


u. 
Wee Nat grand bliſs | JJ 
642 is To toy and King 1 ! 161 e 


fs Norah; 04,4 
1 8 oo 8 

Ft Sbe 5 , | - 

A1 e, 4 L 3 
Not to .cry beck 10 

ta Oh! mon en, © $ 91 

: wy On! ſfacrè blied, F 5 | o\ «WM "4 Py 

| > LS 4 1 


Nous baiſſerons for wo; 2 


2 «4 wS4 4 b 1 f 
e 
Gia. „enn 15. pg and His, n 

_” dete ge 
Ven de 0 * CER 
„ee W_— 
4868 bf / 


Si bien 4 
Ob tot a faite | 
dah ths Satori Atta wth if 
Like de grand,nobleſſe, / | 145 wo TIF 5 
Vo ſall be careſſe K n 
| * vill make e coup declat. n 444th 7 
2 _ How [ viſh,,, N 
Vid pretty Miſs, 


£% 
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To tie de knot for ever! 8 
I fall live in clover, 
L Ven it all i over; 
Oh W 8 ip clever 2 
* [Exit Bagatelle. 


Scene changes to 1 bart 97 the village. 
Enter PATRICK: 
Pat. Once more I'm return'd to my oi native e vil 


lage after two long years abſence! up to the heart in love 
and not a ſixpence in m pocket. TY: 


cap.“ 
Pat. Oh! thete's 4s old W Darby, as 
merry and as filly as ever, 
Enter Dax TW. | 
Dar, What! Pat return'd ? Zounds, Iam glad to ſee 
you How are you wy old friend? 


Pat, I thank you, I am bravel How fare all our 
eee Men 


— Purely—Except a cow 'of mine that died laſt 
week. 


Pat. How does my dear Norah ? | 8 


. 


Dar. She's very well; But, Pat, e came you to 


liſt for a ſoldier. 


Pat. When a bir guardian would not . his conſent 


to our marriag I cou'd not have het without his 
N | liſted for a ſoldier 
Der, Well, and hom do you like it? 


Pat, Like i !—A foklier's life is the — life in the 
world, 


AIR VII Far. 


How happy the ſoldier who lives on bis pay, 
And ſpends half. a- crown out of ſixpence a day; 
Yet fear neither juſtices; Warrants or bum 
But pays all his _ with'the roll of his drums, 
| With a bo Wode- dow, Kc. 


Dar. [Sings without '6 * Good. morning to your 2 80 


A Cod OPZRA, 11 


He cares not a marvedy how the world goes, 
rm King finds him quarters, and money, and cloathes, 
He laughs at all ſorrow whenever it comes, 
And rattles ay with the roll of the drums. 
Wich a row-de-row, &c. 


Thedruw is his glory, his joy, and delight, 

It leads him to pleaſure as well as to fight; 

No girl when. ſhe hears it, though ever 10 lum, 

But RY up her tatters, and follows the drum. 
| With a row-de-dow, &c. 


[ This Jong not woritten by Mr. O' Keefe. | 


Dar. O! 7 find you'll take Norah away with your 


row-de-dow !—A'ſ{yldier is a happy fellow. 

Pat. Will you be a foldier Pf. come with me and I'll 
introduce you to the ſerjeant. 

Dar. I'cod with all my heart; 1 think regimentals 
wou'd become me mightily : Let me try if your hat fits 
me, [Puts on Patrick's hat, aud ſtrut» about, till he by 
 thance ſees a ſear on Patrick's Ie? What's that? 
Pat. What? 

Dar. That cut on your forchead | ti 


Pat, Only a wound I got in — in e to 
reſcue an officer: I was left for dead on the field; thete' 3 


glory for 85 ht 
Dar. So they left you bleeding in your gloty—Here 


take; your hat; I don't think regimentals wou'd become 
me at all. { | Grves back the hat. 


Pat. What's the matter? You are frighten'd are you ? 
Day, O no; frighten'd! no be ſure, but I thank it 


looks ſo conceited for a man to wear a black anne 


Good bye to you. | { 
Pat. Come, this is the way to my eee £ 
Dar. Your ſerjeant! tis my ſerjeant I want, and 
he's this way.—No, no, Maſter - Pat, you ſhan't, catch 
me bleeding in my glory with A; rowede- _ Ge. . 
ſervant Par 22 2 
Pat. Now for my charming Norah, * then 
pitche? of — with my old iet. 


AIR. 


— 
——— — EN AMES ps as 
— - 
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i The wealthy foot with dn in 3 bg wp 
Will Rifl de fire to grow richer ! 6 


Give me but health 7 aſk no more, 
My little girl, my friend and . 


| My girl ſo fare, by, # 
With ſuch; | what mortal can be * | | 


With my ſweet girl, my friend, and 8 


Tho” Fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
know not what can thus be witch her; 
Wich all my heart can 1 be poor, 
With my ſweet girl my * and emen 
wy Ops rare, Gc | 
7 3 (EA Pat, 


49:5 6. * 


"Brake | ns to heinfe of F 8 Luxz's houſe... 
3 drſcover'd only thro” the key hole of 1 Norah's 


4 4 Mademoiſelle Norah, open the door, if vou 


5217 


Pat. [ Without) Where is my charming girl? 


this cloſet”! 82 
[6 Goes into a cloſet, 4 
: | en PATRICKs - '1 -* „ 
. Where is my ſweet girl, my Norah? 
: Now. [Within] Begone@bout. your: bulineſs neſs; 7 ett 
will leave the houle directly. 


all do? Bega vil hide myſelf in t 


uy iment after two years abſence. | 
or. Is it you, zay; deareſt Pat. 


Ver. If I was ever dear to you, how cou'd you as 
+ hes then—but judge of me by theſe tears! 
1 My — gil! what tears! are theſe . 

or, 


My filendſo rare, | mnt; tf 


Give me but theſe, a fig for care, WF 44 


Wer.  Begane about your buſineſs. [From within, 
begar, here be ſomebody. coming e F} 


Pa.t What's this I hear 1 I know that voice 3 4 pretty 


| 2 Sweet etc, was ever dear to ne. 


A of, OPERA, - 

Nor, They are tears of joy at your return! 

Bag. [peeping? Vat will become of poor Bagatelle? 

Pat. I think I hear a noiſe. : 

Nor. If it ſhould be my uncle, what wilLbeeeme of 
me ? for he's more averſe than ever to our union, 

Pat, I'll flip into this clofet. A 

| Goes into a Cloſet and pulls Bagatelle out, _- 

Bage How do you do, Sir! Me hope you be very 
well, wall | 

Pat. [To Nor.] Are theſe your ſighs for my abſence ? 
your tears of joy at my return? to be locked up with a 
raſcally hair-dieſſer | | | 

Bag. Raſcal, hair-drefſer ! vat you mean? I am French 
gentleman : Y ou ſhall give me ſatisfaction; - you ſhall 
meet me. | 

Pat. What with your curling irons! —away with you, 

or l'll beat you while I can hold a ſplinter of ſhelela, 

Bag. Shelela, what you call ſhelela? 

Pat. Begone ! or do you chuſe te walk out of the 


window ? | | 
Bag. Sir. to oblige you, I could walk out of de win- 
dow, but I had much rather go down ſtirs, Exit. 


Pat. Ah! my dear Norah ! cou'd I think you wou'd 
deceive me. 5 | | 
Nor. And can you think me falſe? 
Pat. Can I think otherwiſe ?—But you have given 
me back my heart! rn PETS 
T _ _DUET—Parxicx and Noxan, 
Pat, A role tree full in bearing, 
Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee z 
One roſe beyond comparing, 
For beauty attracted me. | 
Tho' eager ew to win it, 
Lovely, blooming, freſh and 
'T find a canker in its ON Net 
And now throw it far away. 
Norah, How fine this morning early, 
| All fun-ſhiny, clear and bright: 
So late I lov'd you dearly, | 
Tho? loſt now each fond delight, 
The clouds feem big with ſhowers, 
- Sunny oth” +54 


Farewell 
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Farewell, ye fleeting hours, 
Your falſchood has chang'd the ſcene, 
Duet. How fine, cc. | 
| END OF ACT FIRST, 


ACT 1I—SCENE—A Wood, 
Euter DAaRBSY and BAGATELLE. 


Mons Darby! Monſieur Darby! 
Dar. I believe that's Monſieur Bag and Tail. 
Bag. I'm glad Ind you Darby. I was hunt you all 
over de village, and cou'd not find you. 
Dar. That's becauſe I'm ſo wrapt up in love. 
Bag. You mult know, | am going to kill Pat the ſol- 
dier, and you muſt be my friend, 
N Dar. Had'nt you better kill Dermott, then I'll be your 
riend. 0 
Bag. O but Pat the ſoldier has affront me: you ſhall 
be my ſecond. | 11 | 
Dar. Your ſecond; cou'd not you make me your 
third or fourth? * $9 
Bag. [ Shewing a Letter] Begar, dis be de lettre de mor, 
Dar. what you'll leather him more. | 
Bag. C'eſt un autre chole, | | 
Dar. What, mult | get two other ſhoes, 
Bag. C'eit un barbare, 455 
Dar, What, becauſe you are a batber, 2 
Bag. Vat you mean by that? Pat calls me raſcal hair - 
dreſſer, and you call me barber, You no underſtand: 
this is de letire Lord Lofiy's coachman did write for me, 
You read, , ; 
Dar. O yes. | 
Bag. There, [ Gives Darby the Letter.] 
Dar, Let me ſee [reads] * This comes, hopping'—0 
I'll run all the way, if that's all. 
Bag. Ver you a going, Darby ?—You told me you 
read, Tis not hopping ; read on. 
; * This comes, hoping that you are in good health as [ 
am at this preſent writing; though you think yourſelf a 
great officer, you ſhall not make me walk out of the win. 
dow ! Ill have Norah in ſpite of you, Vil'be damn'deif! 
don't: meet me at the Elm-grove at 7 o'clock to give me 
ſatisfaction; but not with curling-irons, 1 am your's 
as in duty bound. 3 N 


— 


Bag. 


*. 


av 


P. 
at 
w 
n 
h 
1 
4 
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Sap." You ſee I will not ſign my name, becauſe I wou'd 
avoid the laws. You muſt carry it for me, 
Dar. -1 will take care Pat ſhall have it. 
Bag. Well now I have ſettled this affair d'honour I 
will go. | 
Dar. Where are you going, Monſ. Bag and Tail ? | 
Bag. I vil go—begar 1 vil go—l vil go and bruſh my | 
' maſter's coat, | Exit Bagatelle. 
Dar. Now U recollett I will not give this letter, ſince 
| Pat has been a ſoldier, he's grown a bloody-minded fellow: 
and ſince he wants Monſ. Bagatelle to walk out of the 
all window, perhaps he may want me to walk up the chim- 
ney ; fo the boy at the public-houſe ſhall give it him, | 
he s a better figure to walk up a chimney than 1 am. ö 


ſol. AIR DARBY. | | 
Tho” 10 was plump, round and Jolly. | | 
war J now am as thin as a rod; 
O! love is the cauſe of my folly, vn 
all I foon ſhall die under a ſod,  _ . | 
Sing natherum doodle, nagetty: tragedy rum, 
2 My didtherum doodle, figetty nigetty mum. 


Dear Rathleen, then, why did you out me 7 

A lad that is ſo coſie and warm, 
N every thing handſome about me, 

My cabin and inug little farm, 7 

What tho” I have ſcrap'd up no money, 

No duns at my chamber attend; * 3-78 
* On Sunday I ride on my poney, _ PR | 
1 And ſtill have a bit to a friend, f 
The cock courts his hens all around me; , 


ne. 
The [parrows, the pigeon, and dove; 
Oh how this courting confounds me, 
When 1 look, and I think of my love. 
0 Enter PATRICK and NORAH, 
Pat. Oh! my Norah! I find more danger 1 in encoun- 
ou tering thine eyes, my charming girl, than in a battle! 
and can you prefer your poor Pai, though a common ſol- 
81 dier, to all mankind ? | 
f a Nor. Yes, my deareſt Pat ; What, tho” vou are only & 
in- common foldier in the army, you are to me a field officer, 
fl AIR—NoraAn. | 
my Farewell ye groves and chriſtal fountains, _ . . 
* Bs The gladiome plains and ſilent dell; 
| | 3 e 


8 ——— —— 


»” 


the ſame. village together, we became attached to each 
other, and promis'd mutual fidelity: but I am afraid Þ 
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Ye humble vales and lofty mountains, 
And welcome now a lofty cell: 
And.oh! farewell, fond youth moſt dear! 
Thy tender plaint, thy vow ſincere; 
We'lLmeet and ſhare the parting tear, 
And take a long and laſt farewell. 
Pat. My ſweet Norah! and will abſence never chan 
your ſentiments ?—Prouder of your love than all the ho- 
Bours of my profeſſion ;. I ſhall ever poſſeſs.the heart-felt 145 
Atisfaction of rememb' ring how dear you are to your. 5 


ROOK SOLDLER, th 
| AIR—PaTtriCK, | | 
Fho' Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bowers, 


Iis clear falling waters and murmuring caſcades, 
As groves of fine myrtle, its beds of ſweet flowers, 
Its lads fo well dreſs'd, and its neat pretty maids 3: 
As each his own village muſt make the moſt of, 10 
In praiſe of dear Carton, I hope I'm not wrong ;. 1 
Dear Carton! containing what kingdoms may boaſt of, 
"Tis Norah, dear Norah! the theme of my ſong, ye 
The gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and nice boots on, 
Their horſes to ſtart on the Currah af Kildare; 
Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, 
Lac'd-waiſtcoats, white gloves, and their nice powder'd- 
| Hair: ö | 
Poor Pat, while ſb bleſt in his mean humble tation, 
For gold or for acres he never ſhall long ;. Wc 
One ſweet. ſmile can give him the wealth of a. nation, 
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 
Nor. You will be ſure to come at the time agreed on. 
Pat, Never fear me. [| Exit Nor.) O how happy am l. 
: Enter FiTZROY, 
Fitz, What's this I ſee? My deſtin'd bride in talk 
with a common ſoldier !== Good morrow, brother loldier 
—a handſome girl that you was talking to 
Pat. Why, ſhe's thought ſo indeed, Sir, 
Fitz, You ſeem well with her? 
Pat. Yes, Sir, I have long lov'd her—brought up in 


hall loſe her, 


\ 


Fita. 


Fitz. What! you have a rival, perhaps 7 
Pats. TL have; Sir. 22 2 


e 


may be done for you: 


perhaps might have ſome chance to ſucceed: I am hows 
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Fitz, Now for a picture of myſelf, [ Aſide] Some rich 
raſcal; I ſuppole? © x 
Pat, Tt envy not his riches, Sir !—but as to your latter | 
epithet, 1 am ſure he does not delerve it, => | 
Fitz, How ſo? | | | 
Pat. Becauſe, Sir, he's an officer, and therefore I am 1 
ſure he's a man of honour. ; . of 
Fitz. It is a pity you are not an officer — You have 
been in the {ervice, | 
Pat. Yes, Sir, J have ſeen ſome ſervice, —[ was | 
wounded at the battte of Johnſon's Ford, in America, in | 
ſaving my captain's life, | | 
Fitz, As Tlive the very man who ſaved my life in | 
that engagement. [Afide} I hope you got your reward? q 
Pat. I look'd'for none: I did no more than my duty, | 
in fighting for my king and country, and reſcuing my 1 


| officer * Going . 1 


Fitz. Where are you going ? | 

Pat. I am going from her J love; becauſe fortune 
forbids our union, | 

Fitz.” Take my advice; ſee her once more.— ] honour 
your frankneſs; you are a brave fellow, and ſomething 


Pat. Welt, Sir, fence you adviſe me, I will ſee her 
once more, If I had a friend to ſpeak to her guardian, I 


m—_ obliged to your good-wiſhes, and will profit by your 
vice, | | | 

Fitz. What a noble ſpirit F The embroider'd epaulet © 
may diſtingurſh the officer ; but let him not diſdain to 
take a leſſon from this rookx' SOLDIER : there is ſometimes” 
more real merit to be found under worſted lace, thats 
under gold or ſilver raſfels- | : 

ATR—FirzroY, 

The ſpring with fmilivg! face is ſeen,, - 

To uſher in the May; £ 
And nature clad in mantle green, 

All fprig'd with flow'rets gay; EY 
The feather d ſong ſfers of the grove” 
Then join in hatmony and love. 
The lark that foaring cleaves the {Kies,. - 

Low builds her humble neſt; 
The rambling boy, that finds the prizes 
I ſure ſupremely bleſt, 
f B-#- 


THE FOOR soup. 


* 


For when the tune ful bird is flown, 
He Hades, and marks it for his own, 
: Enter Bo v. 
Boy. Are. you the man in the red coat? 
Fita. Ves, my boy, I believe I am the man in the red 
coat, —What's your buſineſs? 

Boy. Darby delired me to give you. this, 

Fitz. Who? 

Boy. Darby. Exit Bov. 

Fitz. Let's fee* reads the letter )— This Norah leems te 
have a number of admirers—and ſo my little hero—hey- 
day he's off —ſeven o' clock I muſt go and ſee what ſort 
of {tuff my challenger is made of, [ Exit, 
| Scene changes to the outfide of DExMo TT's houſe, 

Enter Facuzx Lukes and DERMor T. 

F. Z. Well, what is this ſpiritual buſineſs ? —reveal 
it to me, Dermott. Tou know I have got your conſcience 
in my keeping,—But have you ap 'd.the barrel of ale ? 

Der. Yes | have. and you ſhall taſte it. [ Goes in for a 
F. L. He's coming round about my ward—a weed al 
om of 2 | 

Enter Dauert, with a jug of ate, 

Der, Iwill prime him well before I ſpeak to him about 
Kathleen: 'tis a hard heart that a drop of ale won't ſoften, 

F. L. This. brown jug and 1 are old „ 
Dermott. 

Ver. Ind ed, fir, vou are. 

; | AlR—DzRrMOTT.. 

Dear fir, this brown jug that now foams with mild: ale;. 
Out of which I now drink to ſweet Kate of the e: 
Was once Tobby Philpot, a thirſty old foul | 
As e're crack'd a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl: 

In teozing about, twas his praiſe to excel, 

And amongſt jolly topers he bore off the- hell. 

His body, when long in the ground it had, lain, 

And time into clay had reſolv dit again, 

A potter found out in its cover ſo {nug, 

And with part of old 'Tobbv he form d the Hi jug · 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth and mild ale; 
So here &to my lovely {weet Kate of the vale. 

Enter DAR BY 

Dar. How do you do, Eather Luke s; 

B. I. O Darby, are you there? : 


Dar. 
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Dar. Will you conſent that I ſhall marry Kathleen 
F. I. You marry Kathleen!—Get you gone, you re- 


probate. 
f Dar. I have got a fine fat ſheep for your reveren 8e. 
red F. L. A fat ſheep !—l: always thought you was born 
under a lucky age Darby, you muſt be a good 
lad, and turn ſober.—I am your prieſt, and tell you that | 
you muſt repent and marry, | 
Oy. Dar. I will marry firſt and repent afterwards, | 
0 WET: | AlR— FarrHer Lukes, | 
24 You know I'm your prielt, and your conſcience is mine. 
85 But if you grow wicked, tis not, a good ſign, ? 
Wes So leave off your raking and marry a wife, 


And then, my dear Darby, you're ſettled for life. 
Sing Ballynomono, Oro, a good merry wedding for me; 
The bands being publiſh'd, to chapel we go; 
5 The bride and bridegroom in coats White as ſnow; 
$6 modeſt. her atlire, and {» ſheepiſh your look, 
8. You. out with your ring, and. 1 pull out my book. 
"s | r | © Ra 
L thumb out the place; andi then read away 3 
He bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers obey; 
You take her dear hand, to have and to hold; 
I ſhut up my book, and I puck: t your gold. 
Sing, &c. That ſnug liitle guinea for me. 
The neighbours wiſh joy to the bridegroom and bride, 
The pipers before us, march. ide by. ſide: a 
A plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face; g a 
The piper plays up, myſeif I y grace. | 
6. Sing, &c, A good wedding dinner for me. 
The joke now goes round, and the ſtocking. is throu n 
The curtains are drawn, and-vou're both left alone; 
*Tis then, my good boy, |. b lieve you at home, 
And hey for a chriſt'ning at nine months to come; | 
Sirg., Kc. Agvod meriy chriſt 'ning for me- 
, oh And fo father. you fa I ſhall marry Kathleen. 
E. . But you are ſo wicked. n 
Dar. Ideed lam not. Me END 
F L. Here cov es Kathleen; [ Enter Kathleen from 
the hoſe. ] — Put your beit leg foremait to her now. | 
Dar. Which 1s my bei? ley p. Te 
I Z. By my toul they ale both bad enough. 


1 5 
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Dar. What am | to do now ? 5 
F. I. What are you to do now—there's a pretty queſ. 
tion why kifs her hand to be ſure. 5 
Dar. Voull- ſpeak a word or two for me, Father Luke, 
F. I. A fat ſheep. you.. 
Dar. A fine fat ſheep. p 
F. L. Hark'ye, Kathleen.— This lad Darby will make 
you a good huſband - the devil a better Won't you Darby? 
Dar. Indeed | will. 


F. I. here will be more marriages wheti the captain 


comes, and I can marry you at the {ame time. 
Kath; T will have no huſband but Dermott. 


F. L. Conſider hat am ſaying to you. -Dermott is 


an ugly man and a bad Chriſtian, 
Enter DzRMOTT. | 
Dir. Dermott, you are a bad man and an ugly Chriſtian. 
F. I. Of! are you there P—here take your brown jug 
again, you empty fellow. 
Der. I come to aſk your confent to marry Kathleen; 
. [To Darby] You ſhall marry Kathleen. 


Der, O, if that's the caſe l have two fat ſheep, FAY ; 
| Fhad interfded'as a preſent for your worſhip ;'bat now iel. 


go with them to the fair, and get drunk with the money. 


F. L. Hack'ye, Dermott: it is à great fin to get drunk! 
— Oh, Darby! (To Darby} if you have nothing. elſe to- 
do, you may go about your buſineſs, you ugly man; don't“ 


make a jududy of yourſelf— Is. is two fat: ſheep you ſay, 
Der. ves | 


F. I. [Te DarlyÞ You don't marry Kathleen; and 


will tell you for why, becauſe it is two to one againſt you. 


So away, Darby—{ Tv Dermott] 1 wil! couple you all o- 
gether» when the captain comes, as ſoon as | can put y- 


thumb upon matrimony. 11 * g 
Quer rr Father Luke, Darby; Dirmott and Kathleen - 
Kath. [to Der: You the point may carry, DO ee 
; Ifa-while you-tarry. 

[To Dars But for you, II tell. you true 

No, no, you I'll never marry. 

Cb Fou the point,. &c. 
Ders - Care our Cale diſo-vning,., 

| | Punch our-forrows.drowning 7;- 
Laugh and. love, and ever approve;- 
ys our wiſhes crownings”  _ 
© Our, &. Dars- 


LG 


| Gruss 


3 


and ſo 
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Dar. To the church I'll hand her [O ers to take her 
Then thro? the world I'll wander, [ She refuſes. 
I'll ſob and ſigh until I die, | 
A poor forſaken gander, 
Chorus. o the church, &c. 
Fath. Luke, Each pious prieft ſince Moſes, 
One mighty truth diſcloſes; 
7 You're never vext, if this the text 
| Go fuddle all your noſes, | 
Chorus, Each pious, &c, 


SCEN Em— 4n Elm Grove. 
Enter Fitzroy, 

Fitz, I wonder who this challenger can be! O, here's 

company, I'll ſtep aſide and ſee, Retires. 
Enter BAGATELLE and DARBY, 

Dar, O. Monſieur Bag and tail! if 1 fall you'll take 
my corpſe 2 a very ugly one | to Dermott's wedding 
But let me ſtand behind you, Monſieur Bagatelle Gets be- 
hind him — Why I might as well ſtand behind a pitchfork. 

Bag. Zounds! here s my maſter ! 

Enter CarTAiN FiTaROY, 
Fitz. Why, you raſcat, did you fend a challenge to me? 
Bag, Me, Sir I— Ob, me! - My Lord Lofty's coach. 


— 


man did write it; Darby here knows What do you know. 


Darby ? you tell my maſter all about it. 

Dar. I went to Father Luke's houſe, and there I got 
the letter, and ſo I went to Father Luke's houſe, and 
there the letter was given me; and fo Father Luke's houſe 
— O now I have it—Father Luke was ont of the window, + 

Bags Father Luke's houfe was out of the window 

5 87 .— 4 a 

Dar. Ves, Sir, and ſo, Sir, there's a true account of 
the matter I find I did not go to ſchool for nothing, 

Fitz. Hark'ye, Sir; get you home, Sir, or I ſhall break 
every bone in your rafcally ſkin—1'l] teach you to ſend 
challenges —A way, Sir. 5 
Bag. O yes, Sir; begar I am glad I have got off ſo 


well. 7 [ Exits 
Fitz, As for you, you had better ſtick to your ſpade 
than meddle with ſword and piſtol, Coing. 


Dar. But, captain, do you think me or Dermott the 
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Fitz, Get home with you, fir, and mind your cart, [ Exit. 
Dar. You a captain, and can't tell me that—Hark'ye 
you cerporal Fit roy returns; Darby beckons the contrary 
way. |—Here, corporal, corporal, 1 find 1 mult up to 
town to talk with: thefe captains, g 


Eg 0 
AIR DaERx. 4 

Since Kathleen has prov'd ſo untrue, | 

Poor Darby! ah, what can you do? fic 

No longer 11l ſtay here a clown, he 


But lell off, and galiop to town: 
III dreſs and I'll firut with an air, 
The barber ſhall frizale my hair, 


In town I ſhall cut a great daſh, p 
But how for to compals the caſh ? | 
At gaming, perhaps I may win, 

With cards I can take the flats in, 

Or trundle falſe dice, and they're nick'd; 


If found out, 1 ſhall only be kick'd, t' 
But firſt to get a great name, F 
A duel eſtabliſhed my fame; Y 

To my man then a challenge Ill write, Fr! 
But ftrit 1'|l-be ſure he won't fight, 1 
We'll ſwear not to part till we fall, 1 

Then ſhoot without powder, and the devil a ball, 

| * 


SCENE —FAr uE Lux t s Houfe. 
3 Enter Faru Luk and NOAA. 
F. L. If you do not conſent to marry Captain Fitzroy, 2 
the man of my choice, I'll ſend you to France, and put 
you into a convent. 


Nor. I am content I never will marry the man I can't 1 
approve of, | g | ] 
F. I. Youare content !—You put me in a paſſion, and 


then you are content—Get you into the room, and ſtay 
there till you go to France. [ Locks her ups 
Enter Fir z sor. | £4 
Fitz, Who are you going to ſend to France ? 
F L. My ward, Sir ;-the won't conſent to marry 
ou-—ſhe is obſtinate, * | e 
Fitz. Will von refign the charge of her to me, Sir ? 
F. L. With all my ſoul.— There. Captain, with that 
key | reſign my authority; and now if L find Mr., Patrick 
Il fend him to the county jail. [. Ext, 


Fitz. 
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Fitz. Here comes the ſolder { Enter Par I Vou are 


punctual 1 ſee, 


Pat. I promis d to he ſo. | 
Fitz. Was you ever brought to the halberts ? how came 


you abſent from your regiment? have you a furlough ? 


Pat. No, Sir. 

Fitz: l have the honour to bear his Majeſty's commiſ- 
fion, and ſhall take you up as a deferter to the ſervice, I 
have a perion ieady here to take you into cuſtody, 

| [FiTz roy brings out Norah; 
Pat. What a cruel piece of treachery ! 
Fitz, Dear Norah ſince you have refuſed my hand 
ermit me to reward your conſtaricy, putting you in the 
Eds of your lover, ard he'll reward you, 

Nor. I'm all amazement ! 

Pat. Let us kneel and thank our deliverer, 

Fitz, To keep you no longer in ſuipence, know then 
that I am that officer whoſe life you ſaved at Johnſon's 
Ford ; I have a commiſhon to beſtow, and defire, gallant 

youth, you'll take it as a ſmall reward for your palt ſer- 


| vices, and heaven bleſs you both, 


Enter FaTher Luxe, DexMoTT, DARBY, and KATHLEEN, 
F. L. There the ſoldier is;—lay hands upon him, 
Dar. No, 1 won't lay hold of him Don't you ſee the 

white ſerjeant has hold of him already. | 4 
F. L, Why, captain, do you refule to marry my niece ? 
Fitz, I do : and am bound in honour to give her to 

a worthier lover. 

F. LI. What bring a foot ſoldier into my family, 
Fitz. Having a commiſſion: to diſpoſe of, I have given 


it to him, and think myielf his inferior, when I ſee a ſus 


E merit, and higher virtues in this poor but worthy 
oldier. 


FINAL E. 
Fitzroy. What true felicity | ſhall find, 
When thoſe are join*d by fortune kind, ; 
How pleafing to me, ſo happy to ſee, 
Such merit and virtue united. 
No future ſorrows can grieve us, 
If you will pleaſe to forgive us, 
To each kind friend. thus we now bend, 
Your pardon, that gain'd, we're delighted. 


Norah. 


— — 


— 


Painick, 


| Chorus. 
— Darby. 


A 


; Wee > 
Dermott. The devil a bit o'ne cares a bean, 


$+.3 
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| Pageich. With my commiſſion, yet deareſt life, 
My charming wife, 
When drum and fife, 
Shall beat up to arms, 
Then plunder your charms. 
In love your poor ſoldier you'll find mo, 


Kathleen This love my wiſhes has granted; 


1 get the dear lad that I wanted 

Lefs pleas'd with a duke, when my Father Luke 

To my own little Lermott has join'd me, 
| This love, &c, 

You impudent huſſey [ Dermott frowns, © 

At a pretty rate of love you prate ; 

But. hark*'ye, Kate, 

Your little dear lad, will find that his pad + 

Has got a nice kik in his gallop, 


: _ Luke. Now, Darby, upon my ſalvation, 


You merit excommunication ; . 
In love but agree, and ſhortly you'll Ga 
In marriage I li ſoon tie you all up, 
Now, Darby, &c. 


For neat and for clean, we'll both be ſeen, 
Myſel and my laſs, next 1 at maſs, 
And there we'll be coupled for ever. 
. The laurel I've won in the held, Sir, 
Yet now in a g rden I yield, Sir; | 
Nor think it a ſhame, your mercy to claim, 
Vour mercy's'my ſword and my Gola, Sirs 
8 |... CHORUS OF MEN. 
\ 4 The laurel and bays, revive by your 4 1 
DODiur poet ſolicits your perdon ;, ' * 
CHORUS OF WOMEN, + | 
| Then be not ſevere, with mirth you can a cheer 
The poſies of our Covent Garden, | 


GENERAL CHORUS, 


* 


